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pigeon-snooting, he noticed a tall, dusty bicycle, and, closer beside
it, looking tiny by comparison, the very machine which Mademoi-
selle Michele had asked him, the day before, to oil (as though it
was his business to oil bicycles!). True to her usual methods,
Brigitte Pian at first made no use of what Vignotte told her. She
pretended not to believe him and, by so doing, put him on his
mettle. The more she refused to be convinced, die coarser became
his charges. He went so far as to say that Mademoiselle Michele and
the young fellow over at Monsieur Calou's ... All this he asserted
to an accompaniment of resounding oaths. He had seen them with
his own eyes, or as good as. Nothing was going to persuade him
that a young scamp like that would stay for over an hour with a
girl in a shooting-hut without... Still, one mustn't be too hard.
After all, one had been young oneself, and these things happened . . .
even to young ladies. . . why, one had only got to look at her to
see ... Abeline Vignotte had got wise to it all right, not that it
much surprised her. "B,-it I said, 'No, Abeline, fun and games,
perhaps, but...' 'Get away with you,* she replied; just you look
and see how her figure's developing! .. . It's sad, all the same, a
girl like that, with the example of Madame Brigitte always before
her eyes,

Brigitte had decided to do nothing until Madame de Mirbel
should have paid her expected visit. But the situation was serious
from more than one point of view, and extremely delicate.
Monsieur Pian adored Michele, and it was difficult to foresee the
nature of his reactions. I gather from a note-book kept by Monsieur
Calou, which is relevant to this incident, that my stepmother had
certain scruples (for at this time she searched her conscience with
avidity, though never to the point of fanaticism). What troubled:
her was that she could not disguise from herself the fact that she
found considerable pleasure in the thought of a disaster which
ought to have brought her nothing but shame and consternation.
For was she not as a second mother to Michele? But faced by a
difficulty of this complexion, Brigitte Pian set herself to apply the
only solution to which she attached any value. She must conquer
her scruples by force of logic, must find some reason which would